PETROVKA
theatre, as Olga rose from the piano at the termination of
this, her last item.
"You must give an encore," both Mann and
Breithaupt declared.
"But what about the time limit?** said Olga,
glancing at the clock in the artistes* room.
"Geniuses may break rules," replied Breithaupt,
perspiring with fervour, as he kissed Olga's hand.
" Lis%t kbtja wieder ! "l In the wings Marie caught
the cry at the close of Olga's encore, Liszt's SecondHungarian
RAapsody, which had caused the excited audience to lose
the last vestige of restraint. The listeners crowded to
the front of the stalls, gazing enraptured at the girl
musician. Many handed Petrovka autograph books,
while one and all clamoured for further encores. It was
not until Mann appeared, and begged that Petrovka
might be allowed to retire to a well earned rest, that the
clapping in the theatre subsided.
As Olga and Marie drove from the Opera House, the
girl remarked, " To me the most wonderful thing of all
was that cry of * Lis^t kbt ja wieder? " The pianist
lowered her voice and drew nearer to her mother.
" As I was playing I had a vision of Liszt near the piano,"
she added. " Fve often felt his presence before, but this
was the first time that I actually saw him. With Liszt to
guard my music, we need have no fears for the future,
mother, you and I."
Marie pressed her daughter's hand in silent
comprehension.
" Petrovka ! Petrovka I " The cries reached the ears
of mother and daughter again. Students, with glasses in
their hands, compelled the pianist's car to slow down,
as they drank Petrovka's health- Those lads who were
sufficiently agile, swarmed on to the running boards, the
others walked beside the car and escorted Petrovka in
triumph to her home.
1Lis2t lives,